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	A White Child

**Hello everyone! Thank you very much for giving this story a go. Please be warned of a few things:**

**- it will contain triggering content in the future (violence, non-con, angst)**

**- it is by no means historically or culturally accurate, so please think about it as 'fantasy Japan'**

**- Tsurumaru is, for story purposes, a little OOC**

**...**

Spring was the season of fleeting beauty of the cherry blossom, swaying gracefully in the wind before falling quietly to their end on the busy streets of Edo. A sight that could only be admired once a year, but lived in the minds of individuals for so much longer than that.

Tsurumaru felt strangely at peace. He would unmistakably die here, he thought, if not from starvation then surely from lack of clean water, but sitting underneath sakura trees, feeling the wind on his face and delicate, pinkish petals falling onto his flushed skin was so much better than what he had escaped from.

He was a demon to most – something to fear. His fate was decided from the moment he was born with his porcelain white skin and dewy, colorless lashes.

With the amber of his eyes. _A demon in the human form_, his owners used to whisper between themselves, thinking he can't hear or perhaps not caring about him at all. _He can never see the sun._

Those passing by were giving him looks, gasps, pointed fingers and sometimes twisted smiles that offered something in return for something, but Tsurumaru ignored all of that. He will not be deprived of his short moment of freedom. A spring in Edo that he had never seen before.

_'My lady, he is very promising.'_

Tsurumaru rapidly opened his eyes, realizing that he must have dozed off. It was already starting to get dark, circles of red and yellow painting the dying sky and first, shy stars peeking from behind the clouds. Whispers caught his attention again and he turned his head in their direction.

It took him a few seconds to realize that two strangers were looming above him, talking. Two women? The much taller one covered her mouth with a long sleeve as she spoke to her lady, a gesture of courtesy similar to those of maiko or perhaps a shrine servant. Tsurumaru raised his hand to rub sleep out of his eyes, distantly noticing that they are damp from the grass he was resting on.

'My lady…'

_No. _The one speaking, despite being dressed in rich, heavy kimono and presenting such feminine body language was clearly a man. A teahouse servant then?

Tsurumaru's trail of thought was interrupted by the lady suddenly reaching out to him, grabbing his hand. He winced, but didn't pull away.

'Come with us, child.' The woman spoke, and as she got closer Tsurumaru could see age on her still attractive, warm face. 'The streets are home for no one.'

His sight drifted behind her, to the submissive man's face, and he felt his breath hitch as soon as those hypnotizing, blue-yellow eyes landed on his.

He was…_beautiful. _Hair colored by the night itself, with sky blue irises that had a hint of gold in them; like a spring evening -warm, mysterious, and keeping a man awake despite his fatigue.

Tsurumaru's heart fluttered madly in his chest like a wounded, caged bird. And before he knew it his mouth were already moving, saying _yes_.

Yes. _I will not die today._

By the time they arrived in front of the _Lotus _teahouse, Tsurumaru was already informed that he is to be offered a position of a servant there, just like that mesmerizing man that paced behind his lady with utmost grace, robes swaying with every small step that he took. _Why would they want someone like me?_ Tsurumaru thought, afraid that the offer will be cancelled as soon as they take a better look at his face. His eyes…skin…hair…

'The stars are already high in the sky, but our job is to be awake even in the latest hour of the night.' The lady spoke as they stepped inside the teahouse, guiding Tsurumaru by hand along the long corridor. He felt the young man following them. Even though his skin was dusty and impure the kind woman didn't refuse him a touch, which made Tsurumaru's heart beat even louder in his chest. He was afraid it's loud enough to be heard, but there was nothing he could do to stop it.

Red and white lanterns were propped on the walls, casting dim light on the tatami mats that they stepped on. Not bright enough to be able to see clearly and not dark enough to have trouble moving, the teahouse had a mysterious charm that Tsurumaru felt excited to become a part of.

They were passing door after door, some closed shut and some cracked open just slightly. Voices could be heard, talking in hushed manner, and Tsurumaru wished he could see who they belonged to. Judging from the tones, very young children as well as older men were residing in the teahouse in similar manner to maiko, which made Tsurumaru wonder how long the learning process was for becoming a servant. Could he even fit in, having no such skills whatsoever?

'Do not be nervous, my child. We are almost there, you will be able to rest soon.'

With every passing second Tsurumaru felt more and more enhanced with this place that spoke of beauty and opened its gates for him so unexpectedly. Lotus seemed like a renowned teahouse that took good care of its workers and customers, which made it even harder to believe that he had a chance to become a part of it. Having been locked away all his life, Tsurumaru believed that nothing but death awaited him once he escaped from his bounds – was he wrong? Hope was such a tricky friend that he would rather not cling to.

As they were getting closer to the end of the corridor and ready to turn the corner, Tsurumaru caught a glimpse of one shoji door opened wider than the rest. Louder voices were coming from behind them, too, and Tsurumaru had trouble identifying their nature. Gasps, words cut short and quiet whimpers became more vibrant as they got closer, and he felt something strange rising in his throat at the sudden thought that they _might be…_

'Mikazuki, please take him to my room.' The lady suddenly spoke again, her voice dry and cold enough to send shiver down Tsurumaru's body. 'I have to take care of this.'

…_voices of pleasure. _

Tsurumaru looked in confusion as the beautiful man – Mikazuki – only nodded dutifully at his mistress and smiled, eyes forming crescents, at Tsurumaru. 'Please follow me.'

Tsurumaru could only stare absent mindedly, letting Mikazuki lead him as the lady swung the door open, revealing a scene taking place inside.

Two young men, maybe even teenagers, were laying on the futon together, so lost in the moment that they didn't even notice any presence until the mistress barged inside. They had their robes on, but during that fleeting moment in which he managed to peek inside, Tsurumaru could see that their attire was lifted, leaving their bottoms bare. Mess of sweaty, black hair was untangled and separated as the lady grabbed one of them and send a strike to his face.

'How dare you both?!' she screamed, sending a strike after strike to the young man's face. The other one crawled back, resting against the wall, trembling. 'I give you everything and that is how you pay off your debt? By disobeying every rule? This can never happen again!'

'Please ignore this,' Mikazuki said kindly, urging him to move, but Tsurumaru felt his body becoming heavy and clumsy all of a sudden. 'We should not get involved.' When he refused to move for a few more seconds, Mikazuki tugged his sleeve more forcefully. 'Please. It's nothing that you won't grow accustomed to.'

Tsurumaru still fought his shock as Mikazuki took him to the mistress' room, ordering him to sit on the tatami in front of small writing table. What did just happen?

'Forgive me, but…who were they?' he asked despite himself, opening his mouth for the very first time since he's stepped inside the teahouse. His voice sounded harsh and inelegant in the beautiful surrounding, so out of place. Tsurumaru winced, ashamed of himself.

Mikazuki sighed, raising the sleeve to his face again; it must have been a habit of his. 'Other servants, just like you and me. Kashuu and Yasusada.'

Tsurumaru wanted to ask more, but something in Mikazuki's slightly squinted eyes and raised eyebrows told him not to. He decided to forget about that scene for now and concentrate instead on the room – big enough for at least a family of five to live in, with two soft futons, a mirror, tub for taking baths, and some kimonos hanging on the wall, most likely as a display. Big folding screen with white cranes painted on it, placed in the corned of the room, stood out the most – even without the eye for it, Tsurumaru could tell that it was a fine piece of art that was surely more valuable that he himself.

'This is the room of the lady?' Tsurumaru asked again, taking the opportunity to gaze at Mikazuki's face. 'It is very impressive...'

'That is correct, our owner resides here. Most of other rooms are occupied by the servants, I will give you a small tour tomorrow morning.' Mikazuki's smile returned, and he moved closer to Tsurumaru, holding out his hand. 'Please do not misunderstand me, but you are in a great need of taking a bath. There was one prepared in advance, therefore we are allowed to use it.'

Tsurumaru was not exactly ashamed of showing his body, at least not nearly as much as he was ashamed of showing his face. He made a quick work of getting out of his ragged attire and getting inside the tub with Mikazuki's directions without hesitance. As he sat inside, rubbing his skin clean, the other man approached him from behind and started washing his hair with gentle, precise strokes.

It was strange enough to take a bath in a room of a woman, not to mention his owner, and in addition being touched by this man...

'Why did you choose me?' Tsurumaru whispered, relaxing despite himself under Mikazuki's soft fingers. 'Someone looking like me…'

Mikazuki's touch halted and Tsurumaru felt his heart in his throat in an instant. Was he going to get rejected after all? Was it all some kind of a trick?

'What is your name? As you already know, I am Mikazuki. Mikazuki Munechika.' The man said softly, turning Tsurumaru's face to look at him. Blue-yellow crescents rested on the molted amber.

'Tsurumaru…is my name.' he swallowed, feeling Mikazuki's face getting closer and closer, warm breath on his red cheeks. 'I…'

Mikazuki took his head in his hands and laughed, so beautifully that Tsurumaru felt his whole body getting warm from the pure, bell-like sound. Blood gathered in the one place where he didn't want it to gather and he shifted in the tub, trying to hide his shameful lower body from Mikazuki's sight. 'Why…?' he managed to ask before the other man's hand moved to rest on his cheek, caressing him in a loving manner as if he was a small, startled child.

'I saw you looking at the folding screen,' Mikazuki whispered. 'Our lady purchased this piece of art for a startling amount of gold, not caring about the price at all. Do you know why?'

Tsurumaru backed off slightly, afraid that he will give in to his inner voice and lean in instead if he doesn't.

'…'

'She admires white cranes more than anything else. Their perfectly white feathers, slim body structure, elegance of movement,' Mikazuki's fingers traced his shoulder blade and moved down Tsurumaru's back as he spoke, 'Everything about them is beautiful. And if there is any human that looks just like a white crane, it is you, Tsurumaru.'

**To be continued**


End file.
